BOSWELL S LIFE OF JOHNSON
man would be drowned by it before it made him drunk.' He
was persuaded to drink one glass of it, that he might judge,
not from recollection, which might be dim, but from imme-
diate sensation. He shook his head, and said, 'Poor stuff! No,
Sir, claret is the liquor for boys; port, for men; but he who
aspires to be a hero (smiling,) must drink brandy.*
I reminded him how heartily he and I used to drink wine
together, when we were first acquainted; and how I used to
have a head-ache after sitting up with him. He did not like
to have this recalled, or, perhaps, thinking that I boasted im-
properly, resolved to have a witty stroke at me : "Nay, Sir,
it was not the wine that made your head ache, but the sense
that I put into it.' BOSWELL. 'What, Sir! will sense make
the head ache?5 JOHNSON. Yes, Sir, (with a smile,) when it
is not used to it.'
On Monday, October 4,1 called at his house before he was
up. He sent for me to his bedside, and expressed his satisfac-
tion at this incidental meeting, with as much vivacity as if he
had been in the gaiety of youth. He called briskly, Trank,
go and get coffee, and let us breakfast in splendour.9
On Sunday, October 10, we dined together at Mr
Strahan's.
We talked of the state of the poor in London. -JOHN-
SON. 'Saunders Welch, the Justice, who was once High-
Constable of Holborn, and had the best opportunities of
knowing the state of the poor, told me, that I under-rated
the number, when I computed that twenty a week, that is,
above a thousand a year, died of hunger; not absolutely of
immediate hunger; but of the wasting and other diseases
which are consequences of hunger. This happens only in so
large a place as London, where people are not known. What
we are told about the great sums got by begging is not true:
the trade is overstocked. And you may depend upon it,
there are many who cannot get work. A particular kind of
manufacture fails: those who have been used to work at it,
can, for some time, work at nothing else. You meet a man
begging; you charge him with idleness: he says, "I am
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